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The Mysterious Case Of The Missing Bunny Babies 


| really don't know why our bunnies haven't got babies for nearly three month, now," Lars complained. "This 


can't be normal. | fucking really don't know what is going on. Maybe they are sick" 


"Well, they don't look sick," James said, stroking the silky ears of a fluffy white bunny. "I mean they are well 
fed, as it looks like, they have an extra sleeping room for the females and another one for the males .. Not to 


mention their living room where they can meet and have enough time to, uh, CUDDLE, as you prefer to say 


instead "fucking around” .. Maybe they just need a pause." 


He and Lars sat on the floor of the bunnies’ living room. All the numerous bunnies of Kirk's and Lars' 
household just were interested in their food, hopping around to get some extra bunny sweets. The males didn't 


show any enthusiasm to "cuddle" with the females. And Lars didn't know why. 
Lars' face got red in anger and he stared daggers at James. 


"My bunnies DON'T fuck around, fucker," he shot at James. "They just like to cuddle .. | have told you about 


this fact approximately two or three hundred times, and you are too stupid to keep this in mind, asshole.’ 
James hung his head, gave a groan then sighed. He still couldn't believe in Lars' being as naive as a two-years- 
old. After some seconds he lifted his head and looked at Lars who protectively held two pretty fat bunnies in 
his arms, stroking them while nine or ten other bunnies hopped around him closely, clearly begging for some 
bunny treats. 

As always Lars was too weak to resist, grabbed at the bunny treats bag what he held between his crossed 
legs and delivered some sweets to every bunny. Of course, the crowd of bunnies inside the large living room 
got it that Lars was the guy with the treats and quickly hopped around Lars, too, to beg for sweets. The bag 


was empty in no time. Lars looked at James, a little ashamed. 


"This is an exception, y'know, James. Usually they don't beg for some extra sweets because they know that 
they won't get some snacks in between," he hastily pointed out while trying to look completely innocent. 


As usual. 


"Sure," James said, keeping up his poker-face, looking at the fat bunnies in Lars' arms. 


Kirk entered the bunnies’ living room now, smiling at James and Lars. 

"Lars, don't forget about your meeting with the suits," he said. "You better get your sexy ass inside your new 
Porsche. The traffic is awful, as I've seen and heard in the local TV-news. Maybe there will be some traffic 
jams." 

Lars immediately looked at his wristwatch. 


"Oh, fuck, you're right. | must leave now and hurry up," he told his both bandmates. "Fuck!" 


It was common knowledge that Lars hated traffic jams and used to get furious, yelling at other innocent 


drivers of the cars around his sports car, giving them names. Fortunately the windows of his car usually were 


closed, but every poor front seat passenger had to suffer a lot. 


"But I'm not in the mood to meet these guys to discuss about the costs for our merchandise and other shit," 
he complained. "They'll bore me to death. It's awful .. But YOU usually have no idea when it comes to business 
administration. You're completely useless .. USELESS!" 


James and Kirk didn't say a word. Lars' bandmates and everybody of Metallica's crew had learned to not 
contradict because they feared to get talked into a coma or get yelled at. 


Lars stood up now, quickly kissed Kirk and left the room. After some seconds James and Kirk heard the main 


entrance door of the house slamming shut - as usual. 


Kirk sighed and sat down on the floor, too. A lot of bunnies hopped to him, wanting to get stroked and to cuddle 


with him. James silently watched the scene for some minutes then he shook his head. 


"Kirk, what the hell is going on?" he asked. "Lars told me that your bunnies haven't got babies during the last 
three month. But all of them look pretty healthy." 


Kirk gave James a sly smile and stood up. The bunnies around him sniffed in disgust. 


"IIl show you, James .. Please, come with me." 


James followed Kirk without protesting. He was very curious to learn everything about ‘The mysterious case 
of the missing bunny babies’ 


After getting down some staircases they reached the basement of the house. Kirk switched on the lights and 
entered the first hallway, closely followed by James. 


They passed Lars' studio, several other rooms what were stuffed by musician's gear. One room held Kirk's 
numerous guitars. There was an extra air condition for the room because Kirk wanted to keep up a steady 


level of temperature inside the room. 


James got curious more and more as Kirk passed those rooms and entered a labyrinth of semi-dark hallways. 
They had to turn around several corners into other hallways. James lost orientation He hadn't known about 


the expansion of the basement of Lars’ house. 


Finally, Kirk turned another corner to the right. The narrow hallway was very dark and looked shabby. There 
were several doors, too, but Kirk passed them by. Meanwhile James feared that there might be dungeons to 


get chained up innocent victims to the walls, inside them heavy equipment to torture the poor prisoners. 


Or to kill bunny babies. 


They had reached another door at the end of the hallway and Kirk whipped out a small flashlight to illuminate 
the door from steel. There were several danger signs on it and James stared at them in disbelief. There was a 


large pictogram of a lightning flash, the other signs said ‘Danger’, High voltage’ and ‘Do not enter’. 
James felt a little uneasy now. He thought about turning around and to flee. 


Kirk got out his bunch of keys, found the key he had looked for, then he unlocked the door and entered the 
room, switching on the lights. Now the room was illuminated brightly, and James, who still stood at the door, 


open-mouthed stared inside the room, completely stunned. 


The room was a vet's operating room. There were glass cabinets along the walls, inside them boxes of 
sterilized operating instruments, sterile dressing material and gloves and lots of things what James couldn't 
identify. In one locked cabine a good amount of dangerously looking ampoules and bottles, mostly from brown 


glass, were to be seen. 


In the middle of the room was an operating table from steel with all necessary equipment for perform an 
operation around it, including several large cylinders from steel. James read "Oxygen" on one of them. Beside 
the operating table were two smaller tables for operation instruments and other sterile stuff James didn't 
know about. On every table laid a large package from green operating clothes, wrapped around the instruments 
and everything a operating nurse was in need off. Every package was fixed by long stripes of plaster what 
were inscribed with "Sterile" and the date of sterilization 


The room was perfectly cleaned up, and Kirk ran the tip of his right forefinger along the edge of the operating 
table then looked at it. There wasn't any dust on it. Kirk smiled proudly to himself. 


James gave a weak croak. He still was completely stunned. 
Kirk turned his head and gave James another proud smile. He looked very pleased by himself. 


‘Isn't that fantastic, James? Every operating instrument is of best quality, also the equipment of the operating 
area and the medicine ampoules for narcosis and so on .. Of course, I'm cleaning up the room by myself, 
disinfecting all the surfaces of the tables along the walls and polishing the glass of the cabinets .. Oh, there 
over is my sterilizer, if you have to want a look, James .. | clean up every used instrument and the surgical 


clothing and the used operating tissues, and then | get everything inside the sterilizer.” 


James stared at the murderously looking large sterilizer at one of the walls beside the cabinets and the long 


preparing tables with surfaces from well-polished, shimmering steel. Everything looked flawless. 


Finally, James turned his head to look at Kirk. 


"What the fucking hell are you doing with such an ... an operating room?" he asked. "A vet's operating room, as 


| assume. Are you completely out of your mind now? What the hell is going on?" 
Kirk gave him a pleased smile. 


"Ive taken lots of operating lessons by our vet. At first, | just assisted him and after a while he allowed me to 
do the operations by myself. He then assisted me and watched me until he was sure that | could master such 
an operation without any assistance .. But very often | got assistance by one of his nurses who act as an 
operating nurse, handing me over the instruments .. She always knows what instrument | might be in need, so | 
never have to ask for it .. Oh, | have learned everything about medication, and how to disinfect or sterilize, if 


necessary." 
James felt a slight nausea. He looked around then back at a very proud Kirk who smiled all over his face. 


"What .. what kind of operations .. uh, | mean, what exactly are you doing in this room, and does Lars know 
about it?" James managed to ask. "| guess that Lars doesn't know about it, right?" 


‘Lars doesn't know about this room, and he don't NEED to know about it," Kirk firmly answered then smiled in 
amusement. ‘Fortunately, he is out of the house very often .. importing meetings, you know ... and so he didn't 
notice the activities inside the basement where | got installed this operating room. | guess that he doesn't even 
KNOW about this hidden room. And if he accidentally would manage to get to it he'll find a locked door with all 
the warning signs on it .. Lars never would enter a room with a "High voltage"-sign on the outside of the door 


because he always fears to get grilled in an instant" 

"I see," James said. "But why do you need all of this, Kirk?" 

Kirk just shrugged, still looking amused. 

"It has been the only way to get castrated the fucking bunnies without Lars knowing about it. Our house has 
got crowded by bunny babies more and more, and | couldn't stand it any longer. As an act of self-defence | 

‘ve castrated every adult bunny by myself - one after one - and Lars never got it what was going on. He just 
wondered about the slowly decreasing birth rate, and now he's completely at a loss. | really don't know why he 
is naive about his ass .. He has been born and raised in Denmark where every three-year-old can buy and 
watch porn movies or can look through all those hardcore porn magazines what use to flood this country. Lars 
HAD to get it where all the babies are coming from ... It's unbelievable!" 

He shook his head then smiled at James once more. And now James slowly started to grin, too. 


"Does that mean that you ..?" he asked without finishing his question. 


Kirk just grinned. 


"Yes, James. You got it. This is the solution of the Mysterious case of the missing bunny babies’ 


